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Author's Notes: 
This is based on something that happened to me once and | thought it'd be fun to write. 


Rated adult for alcohol, cigarettes, weed and cursing. 


It was a Friday night like any other, the Mother Love Bone guys were hanging out around Seattle, walking from 
bar to bar, stumbling on the streets with cheap alcohol bottles on their hands, cracking jokes and loudly 
laughing, letting everyone in the neighbourhood know that they were there and didn't plan to go until the sun 


was out. 


The five of them had the same presence everywhere, they were a hypnotic act on the stage, with the 
charismatic Andy on the microphone and the talent of the other ones pouring their souls into every note and 


chord they played. But also they were the kind of magnetic people everyone wanted to be around, dragging the 


attention everywhere they went, they just had that magic touch, that power that got all the looks when they 
were together, the perfect band, the perfect team, the greatest friends. 


Nonetheless, everyone knew about the rocky start that Jeff and Stone's relationship had, even then, when 
everything floated around Andy and they mostly forgot about their impetuous attempts to be the one in 
control, they still argued from time to time, sending witty remarks and sour comments to each other. The 
tension was still there, dancing on the tightrope, threatening to fall at any moment and make them break in yet 


another argument. 


"Oh! | know where we could gol" Bruce exclaimed excitedly. "Remember that pub where Mark took us once?" He 


looked at Stone and Jeff. 


"The one with the colourful drinks?" Stone asked with a smirk. 


"Nah man, we're not going there, they don't even let you know what they put on the drinks," Jeff complained. 


"You're such a pussy, Ament,” Stone teased. "What does it matter what the drinks have on them? They have 
alcohol and taste good, that's what matters," He laughed taking a sip of the dry gin bottle in his hand. 


Jeff frowned and got ready to talk back. "Well, unlike you, Gossard, |-" 


| want to gol" Andy interrupted, sensing that an argument between the two was about to come. 


It would probably be something dumb and meaningless this time but Andy knew that it'd take ages for them to 
stop and that the possibility of one of them crossing the line and turning it into something serious and hurtful. 


"Yeah, me too, it sounds fucking amazing," Greg added finishing their shared blunt. 


"See, Jeff? You're the only coward here," Stone winked at him. 

Jeff felt his stomach jump, his cheeks growing hot. It happened to him more often than he would like to admit. 
He always interpreted those sensations as helplessness against Stone's sharp tongue and smart ass, like some 
kind of frustration seeing as how, in the end, he could never keep up with his sarcasm and smart remarks 
because he wasn't as fast or as intelligent as him, so sometimes the smug smiles or the winks left him 


speechless. But he was clearly missing something. 


"lts just a bit of alcohol," Stone smiled, biting his lip, amused at how Jeff was unable to respond after he 


winked at him. Stone wasn't missing what Jeff was. He never missed anything. 


"Fuck you," Jeff growled, grabbing the bottle from Stone's hand and taking a long swig. 


"Shut up, lovebirds," Bruce had been teasing them like that since Green River, he always said they resembled 
an old married couple most of the time and that they should shut up and kiss or kill each other as soon as 
possible. 


"| rather die," Jeff huffed making his band laugh. 


"Is that so?" Stone smirked, raising an eyebrow. 


‘lm pretty sure about that one, yes." Jeff rolled his eyes, ignoring his quickening heartbeat. 


"C'mon, let's go," Andy chuckled. 


"If we go across the park we'll get there faster," Bruce explained. 


They all started to walk but it was more like staggering, Bruce was leading the way while some steps behind 
Greg was trying not to fall as he was giving Andy a piggyback ride, both loudly laughing. The singer screaming 
for Greg not to drop him. A few feet behind, Stone and Jeff were silently passing the bottle and drinking. Stone 
was looking at Jeff from the corner of his eye, he was still grumpy, which made him smile. He was wondering 


when he would realise. 


"Dude, | can't see straight anymore," Jeff said with a small laugh, too drunk to keep his annoyance on. 


"Well, you're not straight,” Stone joked. 


"Ha, ha, very funny," Jeff rolled his eyes. "Neither are you," 


"Never said | can see straight," Stone let out a small laugh. 


"And you want to go to drink that rainbow coloured god-knows-what," Jeff mocked. 


‘lm not able to see straight, but | can still see, | need to fix that," He playfully smiled at Jeff. 


For some reason, to Jeff, that comment didn't sound like a joke at all. "Are you okay, man?" He frowned. 


"Yeah, | was just kidding," He shrugged. 


"Whatever you say," It wasn't like they had the kind of relationship where they talked about their feelings, 
they mostly pretended to not notice when the other wasn't feeling good to avoid awkward situations, but they 


knew each other for a long time, after all, so despite the teasing and the jokes, they did care about the other, 


even tho they never showed it. 


They kept walking in silence but when they were about to get out of the huge park and reach for his friends 
that were still walking way ahead of them, Stone tripped and fell into the bushes, his body almost sinking 
between the branches and leaves. Both took a minute to process what happened, but when Jeff did, he started 
to laugh hard. 


"You're such a loser!" Jeff laughed louder. 


"Stop laughing and help me out, asshole!" Stone complained, but seeing how Jeff didn't stop, another idea 
crossed his mind. He was laughing too, it was a stupid situation and he made a fool out of himself. "C'mon man, 


help me," Stone stretched his arm towards Jeff. 


"Fine, fine," Jeff replied, trying to catch his breath. He grabbed his friend's hand and in a split second, he was 
being pulled down and into the plants beside Stone, almost on top of him. Jeff yelped in surprise. "You fucking 


asshole!" 


Stone laughed and used Jeff's body to pull himself up and combed his hair with fingers, getting the leaves out 
of it. "Need help?" He said with a mocking smile. 


"Fuck you," Jeff laughed and managed to get up without help. "Man, you got my hair all messed up," Jeff tried 
to comb his hair too, fixing his bandana. Soon Stone had his hands in his dark blonde hair, messing it up even 
more and taking off his bandana. "Stop!" He complained, trying to take his friend's hands out of his head. 


"Man, you got my hair all messed up! He mocked Jeff using a silly voice and saw how, despite his complaints, he 
was laughing with that contagious laugh of him and his bright, beautiful smile. He slowly stopped laughing and 
annoying Jeff. "Live a little, honey.” 


Jeff opened his eyes wide at the pet name but, before he could reply, Stone put his hands on his jaw and 
cheeks, then, almost like an electric impulse, he drew Jeff's face to his, pressing their lips together. In no time 
they were moving their mouths, their tongues were dancing into the other's mouth. That kiss had been waiting 
to happen for too long, Stone knew it and it clicked on Jeffs head while it happened. It was a natural succession 
of events, their relationship always led to that, not only did the music and the jokes fly easily around them 
when they were together but that was something for them yet to discover. Their connection went beyond 
music sheets and old strings - slowly, Jeff put his arms around Stone's neck while he circled his waist, pulling 


their bodies as close as possible. When they pulled apart, they both chuckled. 


Neither of them was surprised. Jeff found that strange, given how he never acknowledged his feelings for 
Stone, but maybe deep down he always knew they were there. Maybe they were too drunk to act, just going 
with the flow of their bare feelings and their bodies, no thoughts getting on the way, giving Jeff the chance to 
freak out. The atmosphere was comfortable, they didn't move, just smiled at each other, slowly letting go. 


Stone grabbed Jeff's hand and rushed outside of the park, dragging the blonde with him. "C'mon, they must be 
already there." He turned to smile at Jeff and kept his light running. 


"Make sure you don't trip," Jeff chuckled, lacing their fingers. 


"Ha, ha, very funny, Mr Comedy," Stone rolled his eyes and tightened his grip on Jeff's hand. "This time lll 
make sure you fall with me." He stuck his tongue out at Jeff who let out another loud laugh before they got 
lost into the night. 


